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pean statesmen in this chapter and devote it to French cook-
ing. It is a far more interesting subject.
France has uniquely one of the most famous eating or-
ganizations to be found anywhere. It is the Club des Cent,
composed of men who love to eat and live to seat them-
selves whenever possible before the choicest viands and the
finest wines that only France can produce. Almost every
year this club publishes a secret brochure advising its mem-
bers where the best food is to be had and the artistry of the
chef who prepares it. Likewise this booklet tells members
about places to avoid. Few foreigners have access to this in-
formation. It is secret and it covers every corner of France.
Once in a great while the Club des Cent elects the best
chef in the world. This is an event of the greatest importance.
It so happened that I was in Italy when word came that
the Club des Cent had "sat*' in Paris and named the world's
premier chef. He was one Pernollet, of the provincial town of
Belley, Department of the Ain, in the heart of the Brillat-
Savarin country famous for its delicate wines, its fish, fowl,
meats and vegetables.
The following day with a companion I stepped off the
Rome-Paris Express at Aix, motored over the Col de Chat
and into the Valley of the Rhone to Belley. Here was a sleepy
little French provincial town with its several inns and au-
berges, and sitting unobtrustively on a side street was the
Auberge Pernollet with its ground floor dining-room of mod-
est pretensions. There was nothing about it to indicate that
it housed the chef of chefs.
A President of France, a War Minister and others high in
the Club des Cent had, I found, dined often in the Auberge
Pernollet. The story went that the War Minister, who fancied
his knowledge of food and wines, called Chef Pernollet to his
table one day and remarked that he had ordered a brace of

